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Summary:
It was not rare that Ashely woke up before Andrew. No, scratch that: the last time it happened, Ashley was thirteen. But the waves kept her up, the annoying noise coming through the open window alongside the mosquitos.

Work Text:
It was not rare that Ashely woke up before Andrew. No, scratch that: the last time it happened, Ashley was thirteen. But the waves kept her up, the annoying noise coming through the open window alongside the mosquitos.

There were two choices, in their shitty beach motel that was cheap and didn't demand identification: to be simmered in the oven that they called a room, or to be bitten to death by wandering mosquitoes. Usually, Andrew’s chain-smoking kept them at bay, but when he slept, Ashley suffered with the biting.

Their room had one bed - Andrew had resisted it at first, but it was cheaper, and it wasn’t like they were swimming in money. That was okay. He still freaked out a little when the receptionist wished them a good morning as they went out, but hey, he learned to just hold her hand harder, rather than silently panic. He’d done that for a while, while they traveled, changing cars and changing car plates as they went, every time people thought they were a couple.

Man, that whole vision thing really had wormed into his brain. At least now he was normal about it. Relatively. He hadn’t even wanted to just wear underwear to bed at first, but the heat had won him over. Eventually. Ashley supposed it helped that she kept her bra on, as uncomfortable as it was.

The things she did for her favorite manbaby.

“Ashley.” He whimpered, and her eyes snapped to his still asleep form. So much for not having those dreams, huh?

 Ashley glanced at his crotch, and yeah, he looked pretty hard, pre-cum already staining the gray fabric. Man, what a slut of a brother she had.

She reached a hand to touch his cock through the fabric, gaining a shiver from Andrew, his hips bucking to meet her.

Interesting. She looked at him, trying to gage how deeply asleep Andrew was, as she took her hand from its place and slipped under his underwear, feeling wiry pubes against her hand until Ashley slowly started to jerk him off.

Of course she knew how Andrew liked to touch himself, duh - they’d shared a room during puberty and had just spent three months stuck inside their apartment with nowhere else to go. It wasn’t like their place was spacious enough for privacy, and hey - every little gasp and moan was a victory to her, watching Andrew squirm under her ministrations.

So, yeah! Ashley wanted to think she was pretty good at it. Probably even better than the Ashley in his dreams.

No, wait - he probably thought it was dream Ashley doing it, and that was almost akin to some other floozy fucking him. That wouldn’t do. She leaned down until her mouth touched his shoulder, and then bit down as hard as she could.

“Ashley, what the fuck?” He yelped, but Ashley noticed his cock got harder, eyes widening when he realized his wet dream wasn’t exactly a dream. Sick bastard.

She loved him anyway.

“You’re not cumming to dream me, jackass.” She hissed, tasting blood in her mouth - oops, she thought, looking at the mark of her teeth on his shoulder - and whatever he was going to say got drowned by a gasp, nails scratching against his dick. “It’s real life, me or nothing.”

“Ashley, please -” Her hand brushed against the head of his cock, and that must’ve pushed him over the edge, because wetness started coating her hand. Andrew hid his face with his hands, but it didn’t muffle the way he was panting.

“Wow, if just a handjob makes you that shy, imagine when you get to fuck me?” She hummed, taking her hand out of his underwear and revealing a coat of cum, which Ashley promptly started licking. 

Salty and bad. He should eat more vegetables, but then, again, the heavy iron taste of his blood was still on her tongue; maybe they didn’t compliment each other, flavor wise. Ashley would have to study it more.

Andrew’s hand wrapped around her wrist, and she looked at Andrew to find him glaring at her.

“What are you doing?” His voice sounded thick. She glanced at his cock, and hey, look at that! He didn’t have a refractory period or anything, because he was already half-hard! How pathetic.

Kinda hot, though.

“Not wasting protein?” She licked between her fingers, taking care to look almost bored. She wasn’t, really - it was almost thrilling, heat building in her lower belly. “You need to eat better, Andy. This tastes awful.”

He said nothing, which was always worrying. Ashley cocked her head at him, and made a move to keep licking her hand when her world flipped - her back hit the shitty mattress, and Andrew was on top of her, face so close Ashkey could see herself reflected on his wide pupils.

“Why are you like this.” He sighed, as if he wasn’t the one pinning Ashley to bed while hard.

“You liked it.” Ashley wiggled under his weight, brushing her body against his. “Come on, Andy. You want to fuck me. Stop being a pussy.”

He said nothing, because Andrew had no refutal - after all, how was he going to deny that, after moaning her name while having a wet dream? Come on. She wasn’t even going to get into his reaction to the demon’s vision.

His visage darkened, and Ashley smiled, victorious. The idiot had left her other hand free, so she reached to cup his jaw against her palm.

“Come on. The demon showed the future, right? Just give in. You want it. I want it.”

Andrew didn’t respond, and Ashley let her hand find his hair, petting his head like he was a beloved pet.

Which he was. Maybe Ashley should steal a collar and a leash. He’d look cute, and -

Andrew’s head dipped, finding the curve of her neck and biting as hard as she’d bitten him before.

“That hurts, you asshole!” Ashley yelped, ignoring how the throbbing in her wound - and it was a wound, because when Andrew pulled out, there was a slight coat of blood to his mouth - matched the throbbing in her cunt.

“You asked for it.” Andrew replied, releasing his grip on her hand to pull at her hair. “I can’t be gentle.”

“Because you’re a piece of shit, that’s why.” A sigh from her, as real as the tits of any celebrity. “But you’re my brother, so I’ll take it. Because I love you.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Andrew didn’t seem fed up by it as his voice implied - there was a fondness to his eyes that Ashley hadn’t seen yet. Before she could complain he couldn’t even say a meager I love you back, though, he leaned down and kissed her.

His mouth tasted like iron, and his tongue prodded at her mouth. Ashley, embarrassingly, had never kissed anyone, and let him take the lead on it, opening her mouth as he clearly wanted to do.

His hand abandoned her hair and roamed down, passing by her jaw, fingers circling the bite like he wanted to push them inside her - when there were so many better places to do that! -, tracing her bra until it found the front clasp. He stopped kissing her then, and Ashley pushed her chest up. 

“Come on, did none of your sluts wear bras like these?” Andrew took a moment to pull her hair again, before popping it open, letting her tits spill out. “What was that for, asshole?”

“You deserved it.” Punishment for something Ashley pretended to not understand. So nice of him. 

One of his hands cupped at her breast, two fingers pinching a nipple with no actual strength behind it - no, it was almost like he was preying on her. Ashley let out a strangled noise, nerves lighting up pleasure centers she didn’t even know she had, and all her bastard of a brother could do was smirk, leaning down to kiss her again.

Andrew’s hands wandered through her body, and Ashley leaned into it, letting gasps leave her body as he explored her, like he had always been curious about what hid underneath the fabric, but pointedly avoiding touching Ashley underneath her panties, teasing at her 

Occasionally, his mouth would leave hers, and he’d bite her - not as deep as before, no, but almost as lovable -, leaving marks over her shoulders, over her neck.

Ashley was not going to let that slide: he had as much skin as she had, and bit him back.

To her surprise, Andrew whimpered at that first bite, his cock hardening fully against her thighs.

“You like that?” Ashley’s voice was ringing with satisfaction even to her ears; Andrew’s eyes looked away. “Freak.”

As if it was a challenge, Andrew’s hand slipped under the cotton of her underwear, eliciting a gasp when his thumb brushed against her clit, fingers passing by her slit teasingly slow. When he reached her entrance, Andre slipped a finger inside, and then two when she whimpered at the sensation.

His fingers were just a little bigger than her own, but God - how different they felt from her own touch, fucking her slowly.

“I’m not the only freak here.” He sneered, and Ashley huffed at him. She moved her hips, trying to gain more friction out of it.

“Then fuck me already, jackass. What do you got a cock for?”

Something shone in his eyes that Ashley couldn’t decipher if it was Andrew or Andy behind, but it meant his fingers left her cunt, and she whined at their sudden loss.

Her complaint didn’t even get to leave her throat; Andrew peeled off her soaked underwear out, opened her legs, and inserted himself fully before Ashley could even think of a good protest.

She wasn’t going to call him huge because he definitely wasn’t and didn’t need the ego boost to go out and hunt out a bunch of whores, but it was certainly bigger than any insertion she’d done before. 

“Fuck.” Ashley gasped, hips bucking without her control. “If you don’t start moving, Andy, I -“

“Shut the fuck up.” Andrew pulled at her hair, bringing her closer as he kissed her, fucking her like he didn’t care if she enjoyed or not. 

He was so lucky she was enjoying riding him as hard as he rode her. Sensations mounted atop Ashley, the pleasure building itself like a bomb about to explode inside her.

And he kept fucking kissing her, licking and biting alternatively, like he was trying to lay some sort of claim to Ashley - as if he didn’t know she was his. Fucking idiot.

Well, what else to expect of her jerk of a brother? Good thing Ashley was there to help him.

She came so hard she saw red eyes staring at her on the ceiling for a moment, before they faded into stars, and that seemed to be enough to tip her brother over the edge as well, cumming inside her.

“Do you do that to those sluts, too?” She panted, and Andrew groaned.

“Not right now, Ashley.” He retired himself from her, and she felt odd to be empty, as if that hadn’t been her normal state.

He laid by her side and dug through the bedside table for his cigarettes and lighter. 

Ashley watched him carefully so she could time her words exactly right.

“I think a baby would be nice.” She said, right as the flame hit the cigarette, which made him drop it, hissing when it hit his skin briefly before he recovered it.

“You...!” He looked at her, a blush on his face. Ashley smirked, poking him as he tried, and failed, to smoke unaffectedly. 

Cute.

“Does my Andy have a breeding kink? Does he? Do you want to see Leyley pregnant? What do we call this baby? You should fuck me again, you know? To make sure?” With every question, he turned a brighter shade of red, until his face was as lit as his smoke.

“What kind of question is that?” Poor Andrew, stuttering his words so badly, and Ashley looked at his cock, which was starting to give its measly signs of wanting to get wet on her pussy again.

“One that you’re enjoying.”

“You little...” Ashley didn’t let him finish whatever sentence was going to come out; she climbed to his lap, pulling at his hair and kissing her dear Andrew.